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*Chapter 1“: Sail Away 


Golden Sun Redux: Tolbi Chapter 


Something of a jump back here (naturally, since | started at 
the end of the game). Tolbi is the best | could come up with 
for this: I'll actually start on the ship and go right the way 
through to Colosso in this story, including Altmiller Cave on 
the way through (probably...) For those who think I've done 
something weird to the classes and Summons, please read 
two or three paragraphs of the notes at the beginning of my 
first Chapter/story (simply titled Golden Sun Redux), where 
it is all explained. Enjoy! 


"You are such a cheater, Isaac," said Garet as they waited to 
board the Tolbi-bound ship. The line was long, and they had 
been waiting for at least half an hour by now. Isaac, on the 
other hand, could care much less. He was currently holding 
one arm up, palm perfectly level, and staring at the Venus 
Djinni sitting there. The origin of that Djinni was what Garet 
was talking about. 


"Come on, Garet," said Mia. "He just picked a faster route." 
Standing in the noon sun for half an hour was certainly 
taking a toll on the Mercury Adept, who preferred much 
cooler temperatures. Mia without her massive, indestructible 
white cloak on and her hair down was something to be seen, 
if only for the rarity value. 


"Oh, yeah, you would side with him," Garet muttered, loudly 
enough for everyone to hear. 


"Why?" asked Mia, hoping that her slightest blush would be 
taken for a flush of anger. 


"I'm just saying that maybe it was... a less than heroic choice 
to blow up the landslide rocks instead of going around the 
other way. Besides, shouldn't we be trying to keep some 
balance? This is his sixth Venus Djinn!" 


"Be reasonable. We're taking a boat across the Karagol, and 
you think we should walk all the way back around the shore 
-to the place where we started- to get a Djinni?" said Ivan, 
stretching out his cloak to catch the wind. 


"Even one as powerful as me?" the Djinni added. 
"Sap, you stay out of this," Garet snapped. 

"I'm Ground." 

"How should | know? You all look the same!" 


"What's bugging you, Garet?" asked Isaac, as Ground 
hopped onto the recently-promoted Gallant's head to sun 
himself. Garet looked out at the Karagol, which flowed away 
from shore and over the horizon. 


"That!" he said, like someone explaining that the axe 
murderer in the basement made them nervous. Isaac 
followed Garet's viciously pointing hand with his eyes, out to 
the waves. 


"A thing of endless water at the edge of the world," said 
Isaac, reflectively. "Not quite, Garet." 


"It's pretty bloody close!" 


"He hasn't been this bad since the Mercury Lighthouse," 
Ivan whispered to Mia. She wasn't really listening; 
something seemed to be on her mind. 


"But... wait, Garet, how do you get clean if you hate water so 
much? A bath-" she continued, but Isaac snapped first. He 
sprinted ahead to the front of the line and demanded to be 
let on before he finished his dive into the abyss of insanity. 


"What's wrong with you?" the guy shouted, trying to pull 
away from Isaac's stone grip on his collar. He settled for just 
recoiling away from the apparent madman. 


Fortunately for all of them, Mia was a quick thinker. She 
stepped up beside Isaac and pulled him off the ticket guy. 
He looked relieved until Mia turned her gaze on him, as cold 
as an arctic sea. 


"Don't scare the man, Isaac," she said coolly, pushing him 
back while never taking her eyes off the ticket guy. "The 
mercenaries are here," she continued. "Where's the 
captain?" 


"Uh... guh... tickets?" he managed. Mia looking imperious 
was like having your soul cryogenically frozen. 


Still not looking away, Mia raised one hand and snapped her 
fingers. "Garet!" Garet appeared and took the stance of a 
noble bodyguard. "Tickets." At Mia's command he handed 
over the four cards, which he immediately snapped away 
and shoved at the man. 


"Guh... looks in order. Right, uh, up the plank... guh." 


"Thank you," said Mia, forcefully, and gave the man a strong 
impression that she was making a very detailed and 
indestructible note in the back of her mind. 'I won't forget 


this or anything else" was the impression that the ticket- 
taker got. After watching him for just a little too long to be 
normal, Mia walked up the plank and the other Adepts 
followed. 


On board, she kept on walking right to the other side, turned 
around, and hung her torso backwards over the hull. 


"I hate doing that," Mia commented. 


"I didn't know you could," said Garet in disbelief. "Bloody ice 
queen." 


"Since when are we mercenaries?" asked Ivan. 


"Well, we will be crossing some dangerous waters," Isaac 
began. 


"Since just now," Garet translated. "Ah well. Maybe I can 
keep my mind off the water if I'm watching... for... 
monsters..." 


"That come out of the sea?" suggested Isaac, brightly. "Mia, 
you Okay?" 


"I'm landsick," she groaned from over the edge. She swung 
back upright. "Can we get moving? Where's the captain, 
anyway?" 


"Don't worry about it!" said an old man near the, uh, flat end 
of the boat. "Monsters, rough seas, nothing can stop us as 
long as we have the Anchor Charm!" 


"Have you been trafficking narcotics?!" demanded one of 
the ship's crew. He coughed. "Sir?" he added, carefully. Isaac 
studied the old man, and realised that his ancient face and 
white beard belied a tremendous strength. His arms bulged 


with muscles, but there was a frailty to him as well. This was 
the captain, and he had been sailing for decades. 


"That Charm has never failed me, Rick. All the years I've had 
it, my ship has never once had a fatal voyage. Now that's 
something you can count on!" The captain turned to leave. 


"Of course it hasn't," said another crewman. "You're still 
here, so there couldn't have been any wrecks unless you 
jumped ship beforehand." The other crewer leaned against 
the big pole thing in the middle and checked his nails in the 
most masculine way he could manage. 


"I would never-" began the captain angrily. 


"I didn't say you did," the crewman replied, making it clear 
that he sure as hell meant the captain would. The captain 
turned and left, followed by Rick. 


"Huh. Well, if that relic wants to take us out there to get 
killed, I'm not going. And neither's anyone else." He stood 
upright and started toward to the blunt end of the ship. 


"Ivan, tag him," said Isaac. 
"Why me?" protested Ivan. 


"Gareť s ill, Mia's ill in reverse, and I have to talk to the 
captain. Go get bad dude," said Isaac, indicating the way 
the crewman had gone. 


"Figures always having to do the dirty work just because I'm 
younger and have unusual Psynergy not that it's useful in 
cases like this it won't exactly help to see invisible stuff 
when I'm chasing a guy who's really there..." Ivan stalked off 
surprisingly well, considering his size, and the grumbling 
followed. 


"Right then," said Isaac. "Time to get hired out." 


"I hate doing jobs like these I'm shorter than everyone else 
so they're way faster practically have to run to keep up with 
this sailor punk and he's trying to be inconspicuous..." Ivan 
suppressed the urge to ramble as he got closer to the 
crewman, who was leaning nonchalantly against the wall of 
the captain's cabin. 


As Ivan watched from around the corner of the building, the 
guy slid over a foot or so and screamed as quietly as he 
could. He leaned away from the rough wood, reached behind 
himself, and pulled a splinter the size of on of Ivan's fingers 
out of his back. 


The guy tried again, this time leaning slightly away from the 
wall before sliding. A minute or two later, he did it again, 
this time leaning back against the door to the captain's 
cabin. It swung open and he managed to get inside without 
falling over backwards. 


"Subtle," lvan commented to himself, and resigned himself 
to waiting. 


"So we would be quite willing to help you out and guard the 
ship as long as we can get going soon. We're in something of 
a rush," Isaac explained to the captain. 


"Ah," said Ouranos, grinning. "Gonna try to get into Colosso, 
are you?" Isaac looked at him and tried desperately to keep 
the emotions from his face. This was actually pretty easy, 


since he wasn't sure whether he should laugh, cry, or just 
tear the guy down. 


"I wish," he decided on. "As it is, this is far more pressing 
than Colosso, and we need to get moving." Ouranos and his 
friend did laugh now, in disbelief. 


"More pressing than Colosso? It's only once a year, if that!" 


“Would you like there to be a next year?" asked Isaac, 
pleasantly. 


“Enough, enough. Ouranos, you and Sean have agreed to 
guard us on deck," said the captain. "Isaac, if you and your 
friends could stay down below and protect the rowers, we'll 
do fine. Besides, what can happen if... we've got..." The 
captain's voice trailed away like someone checking who 
they just ran into and looking up, and up, and up... "Where's 
the Anchor Charm?!" 


"I guess that explains that," Isaac whispered to himself, and 
he wondered where Ivan had got to. 


"Anchor Charm? Some little mystical trinket that wards off 
sharks or something?" scoffed Sean. 


"Give me a break. Let's set sail already, you can look for it 
when we reach Tolbi," added Ouranos. 


"I'll have you know that that Anchor..." Isaac shut them off. If 
that was what the crewman had been after, then Ivan should 
know where it was. All he had to do was find Ivan and they 
could get going. 


"Excuse me," said Isaac, and slipped out of the gathering 
argument. 


"So leť s see... what else do you have to apologise for?" 
asked Garet rhetorically. He was leaning against a barrel 
above deck, looking at the sky thoughtfully. 


"This is one of those lessons about not misusing my powers, 
isn't it?" suggested the barrel. 


"Could be, could be. Mostly it's because | like revenge. Hey, 
how about that time in Alpine Crossing when you said we 
should break the rocks with my head, since nothing else on 
Earth was harder or thicker?" 


"| apologise most sincerely and profusely. You're going to 
pay for this in spades, Garet," said the barrel. 


"Ooh, that's going to cost you another half hour at the least. 
Hey, Isaac," he said, as the Earth Adept approached them at 
a run. 


"Hey, Garet. Have you seen Ivan anywhere?" asked Isaac, 
looking around distractedly. 


"Funny you should mention that," said Garet. 


"This is the last time I try to disguise myself," the barrel 
stated. "I figured, "hey, who'll notice a barrel, even if it is 
following them?' And being smaller, | can actually get inside 
one of these things." 


"Getting out is apparently a different matter," Garet added. 


"Well get him out, Garet, or we'll never get to Tolbi at all. 
Ivan, did you see where that guy went?" 


"I can only guess what it is that he did, but yeah, he's just 
about the only thing I can see from in here. He went straight 


to the crow's nest and hasn't left since then," said Ivan, and 
the barrel wobbled a little. Garet had leapt up and was 
trying to pull lvan out by sheer force, on the grounds that 
anything that got them away from the Karagol fast was a 
good thing. 


Eventually, with a sound like a silk cork, Garet managed to 
pull lvan out of the barrel. By the time they were on their 
feet Isaac was halfway up the mast ladder. As he climbed, 
Isaac's level of disbelief rose, until he reached the top, where 
it maxed out. 


"Now really, when was the last time stealing helped 
anyone?" asked a soothing voice. 


"Well, | guess never..." said another, frail voice. 


"Exactly. And what if it actually protects people? You 
wouldn't want anyone to get hurt because of something you 
did, would you?" 


"No..." The voice was near tears now. 


"So, pull yourself together, and let's go down there right now 
and give that back to the captain before anything bad can 
happen. Oh, hi, Isaac." 


"Hi, Mia," Isaac responded, staring at the crewman. He was 
sitting against the edge of the crow's nest, opposite to Mia, 
staring at an anchor- shaped object in his hands and 
shaking with insecurity. "We'll be ready to go as soon as the 
captain gets his Anchor Charm back, wherever it is." Very 
carefully, Isaac didn't even come close to looking at the 
crewman and the charm. 


"Well, if you'll get out of the way so that this innocent man 
can get back to his vital job, I'm sure it'll turn up," Mia 


suggested, reaching out to Isaac. He took her hand, trying 
desperately to pretend that this was no big deal to him, and 
pulled himself up into the crow's nest. The crewman 
practically ran down the ladder and to the blunt end of the 
ship. 


"What did you do to him, anyway?" 


"I am a healer. We're supposed to be able to counsel people 
too." 


"Really? Do you think-" 


"Don't bother asking. Gareťs hopeless." They looked out 
across the vast, beautiful Karagol, where the other shore was 
just a faint hint of a suggestion of darkness on the edge of 
the world. Isaac decided to go for it, and turned to Mia to say 
something charming and witty. 


"Whoa!" said Ground. "The view from up here is incredible! 
Sap, you've got to see this!" 


"Ground," said Isaac, "get off my head." 
"No way. This is too cool." 


"Do you ever get the feeling that the Djinn are the ones 
completing the quest and we're just hauling them around?" 
asked Isaac, but Mia had other concerns. 


"Hmm. I can see why you like it up here," said Sleet, who 
was reclining in Mia's hair. "Will you look at those waves?" 


"Hey! You two!" called Garet. "Get down here. We're ready to 
get moving!" Garet was out of date; at that moment the ship 
heaved away from the docks and onto the sea. They were on 
their way to Tolbi. 


"Heading set!" "Course clear!" "Row those oars!" "Monsters!" 


"It never fails..." muttered Isaac as he slid down the ladder 
and drew his claymore. 


*Chapter 2%: Watcher Of The Deep 


Golden Sun Redux: Tolbi Chapter, Part Two 


In truth, Isaac had expected much, much worse. The ship for 
Tolbi had been sailing for almost two full minutes and they 
had only been attacked by enough monsters to sink a ship. 
A bigger one. Close consideration of their adventures so far 
had given him a very pessimistic view of the Adepts! luck. 


"It was probably the pepper," Isaac muttered to himself, 
swinging his claymore at a multi-tentacled thing trying to 
climb over the side of the ship. "Lucky Pepper my a-aaGH!" 
One of the things had just spewed a stream of burning fluid 
at Isaac, which quickly started corroding the ship's hull. 


Around him the other Adepts were equally immersed in 
battle. Garet at least seemed to be enjoying himself, 
crushing the slithery things like soufflés under a wrecking 
ball. And that was just his boots. The bits left after a swing of 
Garet's great axe were so few and disgusting they couldn't 
even be called remains. 


"What are these things?" yelled Ivan, whacking at one with 
more-or-less zero effectiveness. 


"You think | know?!" Mia shouted back from an upper section 
of the deck. "They look sort of like cuttlefish, but... different 
from the ones in the waters near Imil." 


"More possessed-by-vengeful-spirits than usual?" suggested 
Isaac. 


"Cuttlefish," repeated Garet. "At last, irony that | actually 
find funny." 


"Why's..." began Ivan. He watched in disbelief as Garet 
called out "Unleash Scorch" and carved through one like a 
hot knife through sucker-covered butter. "...That?" he 
finished weakly, and ran for the edge. 


“Poor guy," said Garet, moving to cover the Jupiter Adept. 
"Guess he can't handle the waves." 


"Speaking of which," said Isaac, as he smashed the last one 
into oblivion and it greyed-out, "how come you can? Mars 
and Mercury is what I'm getting at." 


"Yeah, but at least | have an outlet for it," said Garet, wiping 
off his boots. He and Isaac surveyed the deck appraisingly. "| 
think we did a pretty good job of that." A terrible scream 
rang up through the boards. 


Isaac snapped toward Mia. "Weren't you covering the door?" 
Mia didn't even take the time to say 'I thought you were’. 
She simply vaulted the railing, landed gracefully, and 
charged through, down to the lower decks. The others 
followed quickly except for Ivan, who finished being sick and 
then followed as quickly as he dared. 


From the rower's deck came shouts of 'Monsters!' and the 
various other stunningly obvious things that people tend to 
scream in a crisis, like "Look out!" The Adepts charged in and 
tried to take stock of the situation, except that all of them 
were immediately knocked to the floor by people struggling 
to get out. All but Isaac, of course, who could be as 
immovable as a megalith when he wanted to. 


"What's going on?" demanded Isaac of the guy who had run 
into him. 


"Monsters came down from the upper decks, and they got 
André!" yelled the guy, getting up from the floor and trying 


to run for it. 
"Why are you shouting? I'm right here." 
"There are monsters! Man O" Wars!" the rower yelled. 


"Ah. Best time to stay quiet, really. Here," Isaac said, taking 
his old Hunter's Sword out of his pack, "keep them from 
getting back out." He handed the rower the sword and 
moved on, the other Adepts just behind. 


Several of the squid things from above deck were roaming 
down here, lashing their tentacles at anything that moved, 
or looked like it might, or was in their way, or wasn't in their 
way. 


"I guess those would be the Man O Wars," said Ivan. The 
warped creatures turned toward the sound of Ivan"s voice 
and looked as menacing as rubbery hellspawn can look. 
They started to swell slightly, and spat more of the burning 
sludge. 


"Oh, not this again!" 


"Unleash Granite!" At Isaac s call the Venus Djinni sprang 
into motion, wrapping auras around the Adepts that 
deflected the acid. It ricocheted neatly off and into the wood 
of the hull, which started to corrode unpleasantly. 


"Oh, well that's just PEACHY!" yelled Garet, smashing one of 
the Man O' Wars angrily. "We get to choose between burning 
and sinking." Perhaps hearing Garet, another one of the 
creatures did the expanding thing. With a resigned sigh, 
Isaac took a flying leap and tackled the thing. There was the 
hiss of dissolving armor and a scream of pain. 


"Why does he always have to do that?" demanded Mia in 
exasperation, and charged through to where her healing 
powers were going to be needed very soon. 


‘What is the sound of one warrior of Mars finding out that 
those sguid beasts can also throw up vast guantities of 
immobilising goo' is not a Zen question, and has little 
chance of ever becoming one, but Ivan always thought he 
was probably unigue in knowing that the answer is 
"Yecchh!" Garet struggled against the gelatinous bonds, but 
found that even his own considerable strength wasn't 
enough to break free of the planks. 


Suddenly and unexpectedly, Ivan found himself alone in 
combat. If Garet couldn't wrench himself free then Gust 
wasn't likely to either, and Breeze wasn't any help here. 
Zephyr was good support, but not a solution on his own. 
Smog... Smog would stay in reserve until lvan knew what to 
do with him. Which left Ivan's newest Djinni as the last 
option. 


(Kite, what exactly is it that you're good at again?) asked 
Ivan, somewhere in his mind. 


(I told you already. | can let you move so fast between two 
positions that you're as good as your own backup. Ready to 
try it?) asked the Jupiter Djinni. 


"I'm not sure about this......... "But the one thing he had 
learned for sure on the journey back fom Vale was that if he 
could trust any Djinni's judgment in battle, it was hers. 
"Here goes. Unleash Kite!" The Djinni's power flooded 
through him, and Ivan did a flip through the air on a sheer 
power high. 


He realised a moment after landing that he had jumped in 
two different directions. His vision was blurry, like quickly 


flipping between two pages of a book. And he could clearly 
see the remaining Man O" Wars from two different angles. 


Ivan smiled the smile of a Jupiter Adept with new power. 
(The closest eguivalent in our world would be a thirteen year 
old boy who just woke Up to find a tank on the front lawn.) 


With a strangely reverberating voice, he raised a hand -or 
two- and called out "Tornado!" 


Mia had just enough time to say "Not in here!" before the 
room was a maelstrom of Jupiter power. The rowers and 
Adepts were all farenough away that they could avoid being 
pulled in, though the Ivans stood at the edge of the storm 
and felt the rush of wind with joy. 


By the time the winds died down the Man O" Wars were long 
greyed. Ivan had gone back to being a single Adept, 
standing wild-eyed in the middle of a large space and 
breathing heavily. 


"I've got a serious headache and | think I'm going to be sick 
again, but that was so cool," he said, exultantly. 


"Yeah, and we really needed the pressure in here to change 
a lot as fast as possible, Ivan," said Mia, jumping up and 
rushing over to the most heavily burned part of the deck, 
where water was starting to seep in after the storm. 


"Aw, hell no," said Garet, still trapped. "I've been to Mercury 
Lighthouse and the secret core of Sol Sanctum, I'm not 
going to drown in a boat in the middle of some place that 
isn't even an ocean." 


"I'm not sure what we can do. There's no Mercury or Venus 
Psynergy I've ever heard of that lets you repair wood!" 


"Wha 'bout both?" mumbled Isaac, now seriously regretting 
the tackling strategy. Mia's eyes went wide. Some people 
might have mistaken this as a revelation, but the Adepts 
knew Mia well enough to know that that was what she 
looked like when she couldn't believe she hadn't thought of 
that first. She snapped a hand out and grabbed Isaac's. 


"Ground, switch over to me or you're going to spend the rest 
of your existence at the bottom of a lake." Power flickered, 
an arc of Psynergy from Isaac's hand to hers. Mia turned 
quickly back to the ever-weakening hull, searching her mind 
for the right Psynergy. "Ah. Here goes: Growth!" Sparks of 
Psynergy sprayed from her hand, and where they touched 
the wood it sprouted shoots that intertwined into a sort of 
watertight mesh. 


There was a collective sigh of relief from the rowers, who the 
Adepts had completely forgotten about until now. "The 
captain is never going to believe this," said Kaja, in awe. 


"Hey, aren't you supposed to be helping Ouranos and Sean 
on deck?" asked Isaac, still in a thick mental haze but aware 
that something was wrong. Oddly enough, the feeling didn't 
go away when Kaja had said "Oh, that's right, and headed 
up the stairs. 


The next few events happened so fast that no one was sure 
what the order was. Isaac wondered to himself "Why haven't 
we heard any sound from above decks in a while?" Kaja 
opened the cabin door and managed to call out before 
getting smashed back into the gathered passengers. And a 
terrible, wet roar sounded out from the top deck, shaking 
the cabins below. 


"Well, naturally," said Garet, who was trying to pull his axe 
over with his feet so he could try to cut through the sludge, 


which had hardened quite a lot. Kaja ran back down the 
Stairs. 


"Kraken!" he shouted. 
"Kraken?" repeated Isaac. 
"Kraken," he confirmed fearfully. 
"Kraken?" Ivan asked of Mia. 
"Kraken," she explained, darkly. 


Isaac staggered slightly as he pulled himself upright and cut 
Garet free. "Ground, back over here." The Psynergy arc 
occurred again, backwards. "Let's get up there before 
something serious happens to Sean and Ouranos." 


"Something serious has happened, Isaac! A Kraken!" said 
Kaja. 


"Monsters don't happen, Kaja. They just get in the way fora 
while." He headed up determinedly. 


Garet shook his head. "Don't worry. He just gets like that on 
bad days. Let's break something, Isaac!" he called, and 
charged up after his friend. 


"I..." Said Ivan, "...am going to get back up there before I'm 
sick again." 


"And l'm going to get back up there before either of those 
two do something stupid," said Mia, and whirled after them. 


The Kraken was about as huge and ugly as Mia had said. It 
was like a Man O' War on a huge scale, with vast pink 
tentacles that reached over the edges of the ship and trailed 
lazily in the water. Well, most of them. One was wrapped 


around Ouranos, and the Kraken seemed to be observing the 
effects of ever-greater pressure around the warrior's lungs 
with its monstrous eyes. 


"Drop him, you overgrown presashimi freak!" yelled Isaac, 
leaping over the railing to the upper section of the deck. The 
others surged up the stairs, and the Kraken threw Ouranos 
onto the lower deck, their presence having caught its 
attention. 


"Plans?" asked Isaac, standing on guard against the monster. 


"Why do you always charge in without a plan?" demanded 
Mia. 


"Driven by emotion. Okay, here's the plan." They waited for 
a moment, ready for anything. "Rush it!" 


“That's your plan?! Unleash Gust!" yelled Ivan, but despite 
his protest he followed. 


"Unleash Forge!" "Unleash Flint!" "Unleash Mist!" Despite 
the extra power afforded by the flames of Forge, none of the 
Djinn were able to do much more than scar the hide of the 
monster an uglier shade of raw pink. By the time Isaac could 
deal with the concept of the thing getting any uglier, it had 
struck back. 


It might have interested Ivan, if he had not been busy 
dodging it at the time, that ancient explorers had made 
considerable studies on the beasts known as Krakens. They 
had unusual hunting habits, certainly. For example, as Garet 
was experiencing at that moment, they had an unusual 
Snapping movement that the end of a tentacle strike that 
flung the target into the air without sending it away from the 
Kraken. 


The Spinning Beat, or so it was called, was of particular 
effectiveness when used repeatedly in a short period of 
time, especially against multiple foes (or, from the Kraken's 
perspective, meals). 


"Shouldn't it be tiring out? The thing looks like it's trying to 
play the xylophone!" yelled Mia at the Kraken whipped 
viciously at the deck. A strike hit Isaac, who managed to roll 
away form the blow enough that it simply sent him 
sprawling. 


Bending backwards over the railing painfully, Isaac still saw 
the tentacle ready to follow up on its first shot. He vaulted 
backwards, swinging around and hanging onto the rail. The 
tentacle stabbed outwards, straight as a spear, and the 
courage of Venus that Isaac still hadn't realised was not 
always a good thing kicked in. He reached up, grabbed the 
flailing arm, and when the Kraken retracted its tentacle Isaac 
came with it, blade first. 


The Book of the Mariner, as the most authoritative of these 
studies is titled, has this to say about Krakens: "Under no 
circumstances, if one has no choice but to do battle with one 
of these Watchers of the Deep, should one come within close 
range of the beast. One should approach the situation with 
the attitude that one would rather blow one's self up with 
acidic dynamite fish heads than get within ten feet of the 
ancient monsters called Krakens. Especially if they are 
angry." 


The reason for this became clear very quickly. His sword 
stuck in the beast, Isaac was immediately wrapped up by 
the tentacles. The Kraken's body, or perhaps head, leaned 
back slightly, exposing the vast beak-shaped mouth. Isaac 
had the distinct feeling it was about to eat him. 


As if he would be that lucky. The Book of the Mariner also 
notes that Krakens naturally build up toxins in their blood. 
Possibly from eating every single thing that fits into their 
beak or can be broken into small enough pieces. And these 
pathogens are gathered, and refined into another weapon. 


From the gaping maw of the creature came the Dark 
Blessing. It was a cloud of blackness, of death and plague. It 
sucked the light out of the air, and given a few more 
moments it would have sucked the life out of Isaac. 
Fortunately, Garet wasn't the type to let that kind of thing 
happen. 


"Unleash Fever!" He couldn't see anything, but Isaac could 
hear Fever's psychotic laughter. The great axe emerged from 
the darkness surrounded by the power of Mars, and carved 
through the Kraken's tentacles. Isaac leapt away, landed 
badly on the lower deck, and spent some time trying to 
focus enough to cast Cure Well. 


Garet rolled out of the cloud, stood, and was immediately 
smacked in the stomach by another vengeful tentacle. He 
flew into the wall of the ship, tried and failed to duck 
another arm, and ended up in a heap against a stack of 
barrels. 


"Ouch!" said the barrel. 
Gareť s head snapped up, painfully. "Ivan?" 
"What? No! ...Who's Ivan?" 


"Who are you?' Garet demanded, leaping to his feet. One of 
the Kraken's arms swept by, and he leaned out of the way 
without even thinking about it. Another flew, and he dodged 
the other way. 


"Hey, not bad," commented the barrel. Red light flickered 
and a Mars Djinni appeared on Gareťs shoulder, also staring 
into the barrel. Garet looked up. 


"Hoo-ha! Garet, you know l'm all in favour of water-" 
"Fever, you're a nutcase." 


"-but don't you think we should be doing something really 
soon? Like before we sink?" Fever blinked in his unusual 
way, one eye after the other. 


"If you think a Heat Wave will bring that thing down I'll be 
glad to try it, but somehow | think even you don't 
hallucinate that much," Garet said to the Djinni. 


"A LITTLE HELP!?!" shouted Ivan from about ten feet above 
the planks of the deck. The Kraken was tossing him 
contemplatively between two tentacles. 


"Duh," said Fever. "That's why we need this guy." He pointed 
with a foot towards the barrel. Garet didn't bother with 
disbelief or anything else. He simply took on an expression 
of complete resignation to whatever reality had in store, and 
yanked out of the barrel whatever was inside. 


"Who are you?" 
“Ember, Mars Djinni extrordinaire," it said. "You?" 
"Garet, Mars Adept in serious need of a new ally." 


"If | help you, will you take me as far away from this lake as 
physically possible and never make me look at a boat 
again?" 


"Deal." 


"Ember Allies with Garet!" 


Garet was getting used to this feeling now, but it was still as 
exhilarating as the day he met Forge. Ember exploded in a 
fountain of fireballs that shot into the sky, trailing sparks. 
Then they came swirling down, flying into him as the very 
air flashed with red light. 


Garet turned to face the Kraken, and the power of Mars 
radiated from him so strongly that it actually seemed ata 
loss for roars. The Kraken lashed out with an arm, so straight 
and muscle-bound that it would likely have skewered an 
unprepared fighter. 


"Unleash Corona!!" Instead it struck the Mars Psynergy 
Shield and bent unpleasantly at a perfect right angle. "Heat 
Wave!" Not one to let opportunities pass by, Garet followed 
up with the fiery equivalent of a battering ram, which 
crashed into the Kraken and scorched it. (What do you do, 
anyway?) 


(Me?) said Ember, inside his head. (I harness the awesome 
fires of passion to stoke your Psynergy into a raging 
conflagration of power!) 


"I can tell you and | are going to get along well. Unleash 
Ember!" Some of Garet strength returned as the Djinni flew, 
but the part Garet was really looking forward to came next. 


"TAKE COVER!" suggested Isaac. 


"Fire Power Rise! Garet Summons Tiamat!" The words he 
spoke came from nowhere, as they always did when a new 
power made itself known, but Garet was very happy with the 
results. A tremendous creature crashed upon the deck, the 
queen of dragons. Around her burned flames of pure 
Psynergy, flames that did not consume the wood but still 


gave warmth and light. Her mouth opened and a great storm 
of flames burst forth, burning the Kraken until her flames 
grew so hot they turned white. 


In a shower of sparks, Tiamat vanished. The Kraken in turn 
turned grey and disintegrated. 


In the silence that followed, as the weight of the power 
expended feel upon Garet, lvan commented "Sheesh. Not 
even enough time to get the breadcrumbs." 


As the sun neared the horizon behind them, the ship and all 
its passengers reached the Tolbi Docks. Most of them were a 
bit annoyed but otherwise quite satisfied with the journey, 
except for the ones who had been forced to make up for 
injured rowers during the belowdecks battle. 


"I still don't understand why you were hiding in a barrel," 
said Garet, leaning against the edge of the ship and 
watching people disembark. "I mean, stowing away so you 
could see more of the world, okay. And it's not your fault you 
ended up on a ferry instead of a trading ship either. But why 
stay?" 


“Because getting off the ship would require getting close to 
the water, or at least going over it again. At least on deck | 
was well out of it," Ember explained. 


"Right," said Ivan. "I take it all back, Garet. You just got stuck 
with an element that doesn't think ahead." 


"I might point out that with Ember | now match you with 
Djinn, Jupiter Boy." 


"I'm not worried yet, Garet. All | have to do is shove you over 
the edge and you'll be begging me to save you." 


Mia turned to Isaac. "Aside from Imil, my experience with 
other people is rather limited. Are all males this competitive 
all the time?" 


"Of course not," said Isaac. "I myself- yaaaAAAAGH!" There 
was a Splash from far below, and Garet wandered away like 
he was competing in the Hundred-Metre Nonchalant Walk. 


"Now that's what Ivan's talking about when he says you 
don't think ahead, Garet," said Mia, leaning backwards 
against the rail. 


"What do you mean?" Instead of replying, Mia simply 
showed him, and vaulted back. A moment later there was 
another splash as she completed her graceful dive. Garet 
gave this due consideration. Then he grinned at Ivan. 


"Come on, Jupiter Boy. We all have to face our fears some 
time." 


"What are you doing down here?" asked Isaac, trying in vain 
to get his normally wild hair out of his eyes. 


"I enjoy the atmosphere," Mia replied. "And the company." If 
he hadn't been busy freezing, Isaac would have blushed 
mightily. A moment later a scream came from over head. 
They looked up to see Garet and Ivan -clearly unwilling, 
since Garet had him in a headlock- hurtling down from 
above. Fever was on Garet's head, looking for all the world 
like a surfer. 


“Wahoo! Let's do that again!" yelled Fever. 


"You know what I think? I think he's permanently delirious," 
said Garet. He surveyed the water around him like he was 
trying not to think about it. "Well, this was obviously a good 
learning experience. Now let's get the hell out." 


"Agreed. And then on to Tolbi," said Isaac. 


"I don't know why," said Ivan, "but I'm getting a weird 
feeling about that place." The other Adepts considered the 
potential meaning behind a Jupiter Adepť s predictions, and 
held him underwater until he took it back. 


[Notes] Before | forget, credit goes to Terry Pratchett, the 
astonishing author of the Discworld books, for the 
Nonchalant Walk line. Further credit goes to Phoenix, 
commonly known here as Vilya, for playing the part of muse 
in this chapter and solving the italics/bold problem. No 
promises on what the next part will be, but expect it with my 
usual dismal punctuality. And if you like the series, look out 
for my Digimon fic coming soon... 


*Chapter 3%: Crossing Paths 


Golden Sun Redux: Tolbi Chapter, Part Three 


The sun was almost set when the Adepts entered Tolbi, but 
inside the city you could hardly tell. The streets were filled 
with people and lit like the stars had fallen. Music was 
playing everywhere- as soon as one song faded into the 
distance, another one was within hearing. 


"Song and dance!" moaned Garet. "When was the last time 
we ate, anyway?" 


"What day is this?" asked Isaac, ducking under the swinging 
arm of a dancer as they made their way through the crowd. 


"Thursday," Mia answered. 
"This morning, then," Isaac said to Garet. 
"Aaaagh!" said Garet, clutching at his stomach. 


"All right, all right, we'll find some place to eat," said Isaac, 

shaking his head. The first stars of the evening were starting 
to appear, just faint points of light in a dark purple sky. One 
of his favourite times of the day. Staring upward at the stars, 
he noticed the slightest differences in colour between them. 
The noise and chaotic celebration around him faded away... 


One that was slightest blue, glowing brightest of all for the 
moment. Another, perhaps with a tint of green to its 
twinkling halo, not too far away. And purple, and red, and 
faintest gold. Others were winking into visibility as the sun 
fell further behind the distant mountains. It was as though 
the entire universe was unfolding before him, and the closer 


he looked the farther he could see, across unimaginable 
distances, to the hearts of the stars... 


"Heads up!" Garet, Ivan, and Mia ducked, along with the rest 
of the crowd. Isaac simply stared upward into the sky as the 
chair flew out a third-storey-apartment window, struck the 
wall on the other side of the alley, and fell on him. A ceramic 
bowl of fruit that was apparently much tougher than it 
looked followed the chair, but Garet caught this in mid air. 


"Thanks," he called upwards, biting into a starfruit. From the 
window he could hear someone velling "Put that down!" "Do 
you want the chair back?" he added. A head appeared at the 
window, apparently holding someone away. 


"Yeah," she said. "And the bowl, if you don't mind. You can 
keep the fruit, don't worry," she added, laughing. She 
stopped as Garet lifted the chair off Isaac and turned to face 
whoever was inside. "You psychopath!" She turned back. "Is 
your friend all right?" 


"Oh yeah, rock-hard head," said Garet. "You're fine, right 
Isaac?" Isaac stood slowly and with some effort, then looked 
at Garet. He flinched back. 


"Why are you so close?" he mumbled, more or less 
coherently and a little annoyed. 


"I'm three feet away, Isaac," Garet replied. 


"Rock hard head indeed. We should get him to the inn," said 
Mia. 


"That'll never work," said the Woman in the window. "They're 
all full during Colosso. Bring him up here." 


Once Isaac was lying on her couch with an ice pack and Mia 
was checking to see if there were any other injuries that 
they couldn't see, Garet and Ivan asked the woman (whose 
name was Kelsey) about Colosso. 


"You must be from a long way away!" she laughed, twirling a 
curl of hair. "Everyone knows Colosso. It's the biggest thing 
to happen in Tolbi. Every year, Lord Babi organises-" 


"With a name like, um," said Garet, carefully, "Are you sure 
you don't mean 'Lady Babi'?" Kelsey laughed harder than 
ever. 


"I should hope not! He's got to be over a hundred!" Garet 
stared for a moment, then pulled his hood over his face and 
tried to strangle himself with the clasp. "Oh, don't worry. You 
couldn't have known. Anyway, it's a big tournament. All the 
greatest warriors and strongest men compete in the Trials, 
and the winner gains tremendous fame and prestige." 


“Whoever was hurling furniture out your window would be a 
good bet," said Ivan, grinning. 


"You're not going to place a bet, are you?" said Kelsey, now 
looking quite severe. "I can't stand those people." 


"Just a figure of speech," said Ivan, now several steps back 
from where he had been without having been seen to take 
them. 


"Oh. Okay. No, that was my sister Morgan. She saw your 
friend -lsaac, wasn't it- and thought he was an old very 
former boyfriend of hers," said Kelsey. 


"That would take some effort. He comes from Vale, far to the 
north," said Ivan. 


"Vale! You are far from home. I've never heard of anyone 
who's been there." 


"Until a couple of months ago, | had never been anywhere 
else," said Garet. 


"And you came all this way for Colosso?" 

"I wish," Garet replied. "We can't stay." 

"Oh, surely nothing is that serious! Why not?" 
"Fate 'f the w'rld," mumbled Isaac. 

"What?" asked Kelsey. 


"He said he, uh," said Ivan, starting quickly but trailing off, 
"whorled... wold... wood... would! He would like to, but we 
can't. Too bad, but there's no escaping some things." 


"Like the Apocalypse," whispered Mia as she saw to Isaac, 
who would have smiled if he had been conscious enough to 
get the joke. 


"Well, at least to make up for your friend getting crunched, 
let me let you stay here tonight. You'll never find any inn 
that isn't full to the roof," Kelsey pointed out. 


Ivan opened his mouth to say something, but Garet was 
faster and threw an arm out to silence him. "Sure. That's a 
big help, thanks a lot." He was thinking of adding something 
like 'You're a very generous person" when Ivan grabbed his 
hand and shot a Look at him. 


Don't forget Jenna, Ivan thought into Garet's mind. Garet 
froze for a second, then sagged very slightly. lvan grinned. 


Of course, she's got to be more than a hundred miles away. 
Garet turned and glared at him. 


Stop it, Ivan, he heard through the Mind Read. 
Well, really, she'd never- 


"Down in flames, you soggy little half-pint!" shouted Garet, 
and tackled Ivan. Kelsey, who had watched the entire 
exchange without a clue of what was going on, turned to 
Mia. 


"Are they always like this?" 


"Usually," said Mia, finishing her check and standing up. "I 
think we should probably just let him sleep for tonight. It's 
been a long day. Rough seas, too." 


"You came across the Karagol! They say that there are 
monsters in the depths," said Kelsey. 


"One or two," Mia agreed, collapsing with a sigh on the other 
couch. 


When day came again, the world looked much the same as it 
had to Isaac the previous evening. The streets of Tolbi were 
still packed, many people were playing or singing songs 
against each other, and his head still hurt. He looked up, 
and saw Ivan looking out the window. 


"You're up early," he commented. 


"Technically I'm up late," Ivan replied. "Tolbi's on an 
interesting sort of plain; the sheer power of the wind 
refreshes me. Besides, this is so much further from home 
than I've ever been. It's amazing." 


"Home," Isaac muttered. "Home has its advantages." 


"You Venus people have no appreciation of wandering," Ivan 
replied, grinning. 


"And you Jupiter people can't see something good when it's 
right in front of you," Isaac shot back, but he was grinning 
too. 


"What on earth are you talking about?" asked Kelsey, 
walking through the apartment door. Isaac and Ivan spun 
around like the were competing for the Oscar for Most 
Suspicious Movements. Fortunately, Isaac could think very 
guickly when necessary too. 


"Personality types. Very popular these days. Excellent for 
selecting workers," he said. 


"Oh, that. Like how Mars types tend to be very aggressive?" 
said Kelsey. Garet entered just in time to hear this. 


"Stereotypes," he growled. "I hear anyone say that, I'll crush 
them like insects." 


"| hear death threats, the rest of you must be up," said Mia 
from a sofa. She tried to roll over and ended up on the floor. 
Isaac looked to Kelsey. 


"This has been a big help. If there's any way we could repay 
you..." he offered. 


"This was to repay you, remember? Oh, no, | suppose you 
wouldn't. Anyway, you haven't even had breakfast," Kelsey 
pointed out. 


"Oh no, we don't have time. Got to get moving again," Isaac 
said. 


"Mmph," Garet agreed, half another starfruit in his hand. 


But when they reached the city gates again and shoved 
their way through the crowd, it was blocked by a pair of 
large oaken doors and a pair of egually large guards. 
Between them, either much smaller or simply less visible 
because of the way the gravitational fields of the other 
guards bent light, a third, older but egually gruff guard 
seemeg to be offering an explanation. 


"Get the hell off my foot! Hey! Get back, you savages!" Or at 
least, he might have under other circumstances. 


"This isnt good. Whaťs going on?" demanded Garet, but 
only the other Adepts could hear him over the cacophony of 
the crowd. 


"We'll never get anywhere like this. And | don't think there 
are any other gates in Tolbi," said Ivan. The others looked at 
him. "What? The wind doesn't get into the city any other 
Way." 


With a sigh and a shake of his head Isaac stepped forward 
and cast a minor Quake Psynergy into the ground, causing 
the entire crowd to stumble back at once. 


"Why are there locked doors at a Tolbi gate?" he asked. 


The guard looked at him like he was insane. "There are 
supposed to be doors at a city gate. That's what the gates 
are for." 


"I meant more specifically these doors. The ones that were, 
and | want to be clear on this, open yesterday." 


"Ah. We're, eh, having some trouble. Missing person. Ver' 
important, a missing person case. So we're locking the gates 


and searching the city. Won't take long, he can't get lost and 
wander out," said the guard smugly. 


"And if he's already outside the city? He can't get back in," 
said Mia from behind Isaac, absolutely innocent and helpful. 
Isaac looked at her in wonder, remembering how she had 
got them onto the ship from the Kalay Docks. Her current 
expression would likely have melted anyone who really was 
like the Ice Queen role she had taken on before. 


The guard looked at her in frozen astonishment for a 
moment, then said, "That's a good point, little girl." Still 
smiling, Mia stepped forward. 


"Little girl? She's taller than me," muttered Isaac. 


"It's in the expression," Mia whispered as she passed by him. 
"And l'm only taller with my hair like this. So," she said to 
the guard in a more normal voice, "you've clearly got the 
city secure, with competent authority figures posted to keep 
the people calm." What impressed Isaac most about this was 
that she said it with an absolutely straight face while a near- 
riot was taking place not two feet behind her back. If the 
guard had tried to look any more militaristically disciplined 
and skilled, he would probably have spontaneously 
generated a Shield of Tolbi on his forehead. 


"Absolutely, miss!" he said, with a sort of authoritative clip 
to his voice. 


"So now you need to send out some of those young, fiery 
recruits to search the area; get some real field experience." 
The guard nodded vigorously. "We'd be glad to help." More 
nodding that came to a sudden halt. 


"You, miss?" asked the guard. 


"Yes, me," Mia said, slight exasperation in her voice. "Don't 
worry, Garet, Ivan, and Isaac can protect me, I'm sure." The 
guard looked at them in a discerning, disapproving way. 


"You, and you," he said at last, pointing at Isaac and Ivan. "| 
don't trust this guy, he stays inside the city," he added, 
nodding at Garet, whose eyes bulged with indignance. 


Don't worry about it, said Ember from somewhere inside his 
head. There are still things in Tolbi worth seeking. The others 
stared a bit as Garet nodded at nothing. 


"All right," he said. "You guys go find whoever's missing. I'll 
check out the city until you get back. Try not to take too 
long. None of this near-death stuff." 


"Check out the city?" whispered Ivan. "And possibly Kel-" 
Someone watching Garet might have thought it was some 
kind of muscle spasm. He looked totally normal except for 
one foot, which shot out and hooked Ivan's leg, tripping him. 


"No near-death stuff anywhere, thanks," said Isaac. He 
turned back to the older guard, who had lured several of the 
more gullible and impressionable young guards out of the 
guard house through the old and time-tested system of 
screaming "Move it!" "Are we ready to go?" 


"Yeah, get moving," said the senior guard. "And come back 
here to tell me if anything happens. Kids these days, don't 
know what they "re doing, running around like they re going 
to save the world..." The screaming crowd had dispersed, 
either because they had heard what was going on and lost 
interest or their throats were tired from screaming and they 
had been set upon by beverage salesmen. 


"Yeah, | know what you mean," said Isaac, not in the least 
hinting that he found the guard"s comment amusing. "Come 


on, Mia. Ivan, let's move it." 


When they were gone, Garet turned around and looked out 
at the city, its streets teeming with people and music, food 
and many other sorts of merchandise. "All right," said Garet, 
when he was sure no one would notice him talking to Ember, 
"what's so good about a big city?" 


[Notes] After an exceptionally long time, Tolbi is back. I've 
decided to space things out a bit more -shorter chapters 
more frequently- in the hopes that more people will take 
notice and review. And that Vil won't go psycho, if that's 
possible (what 'that' is, | refuse to say on the grounds that it 
may doom me). Anyway, next chapter will cover Altmiller 
Cave, Hail, and Garet's showdown against probability, and it 
(along with the rest of Tolbi) will all be up before the end of 
the month, | hope. Of course, the more reviews, the faster 
it'll happen hint hint despite provincial exams. 


*Chapter 4*: From Shadow To Shadow 


*Chapter 5“: A Gallant's Tale 


